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The linden broke her ranks and rent
The woodbine wreaths that bind her,
And down the middle buzz ! she went
With all her bees behind her :
The poplars, in long order due,
With cypress promenaded,,
The shock-head willows two and two
By rivers gallopaded.
Came wet-shot alder from the wave.
Came yews, a dismal coterie ;
Each pluck'd his one foot from the grave,
Poussetting with a sloe-tree :
Old elms came breaking from the vine,
The vine stream'd out to follow,
And, sweating rosin, plumVd the pine
From many a cloudy hollow.
And wasn't it a sight to see,,
When, ere his song was ended,
Like some great landslip, tree by tree,
The country-side descended ;
And shepherds from the mountain-eaves
Look'd down, half-pleased, half-frighten'd,
As dash'd about the drunken leaves
The random sunshine light en'd !
Oh, nature first was fresh to men,
And wanton without measure;
So youthful and so nexile then,
You moved her at your pleasure.
Twang out,, my fiddle ! shake the twigs '
And make her dance attendance ;
Blow, flute, and stir the stiff-set sprigs
And scirrhous roots and tendons.
'Tis vain ! in such a brassy age
I could not move a thistle ;
The very sparrows in the hedge
Scarce answer to my whistle ;
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